75 


; (4h 
. Ls 2 bewerer?, what uh the * 7 lay era, 0 


| : : 2 22228 ad 


nne ere 


75 


; (4h 
. Ls 2 bewerer?, what uh the * 7 lay era, 0 


| : : 2 22228 ad 


nne ere 


AA 4 


3 


| "7 | 
F A T R © Ni 
| EM | Wi 0 

c O M E D VE 


As it is Acted at the 
ME ATR £4 


Drury-Lane and Covent-Garden. 


\ 
* 


By SAMUEL FOOT E, Eſq. 


— — 


n 
* | 


—— 


L 0 6D @ M2 


Printed for Harr1son and Co. No 18, Paternoſter-Row; and Sold, likewiſe, by 
| J. WanMan, Fleet-Street; and all other Bookſellers, 


M DCC LXXX, 


$$4+4+5554++4-54+6++-54-4+ 64+ 69 +6449 


Dramatis Perſon. 


Sir Thomas Lor rx. | Mr. DacTYL. + 


Sir PyTzn PypPERFOT. Mr. Puppy. . 


Diex Byvrs. Mr. STAYTAPZ. 


Faaxnkx YOUNGER. Ronin. 


Sir Ros DowLas. Joux. . 


Two Bleche 


Mr. Rus r. 


W AN. 


Miſs Jvr Iz x-. 


4 l * $$4-$-4-4 * - -E A U- n U -G 5+ 


: (-: 
5 p : oy, 


TH E 


1 


e 
SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Bever and Younger. 
Tung. N O, Dick, you muſt pardon me. 
Bev. Nay but to ſatisfy your curi- 
olity. 
Young. 1 tell you, I have not a jot. 
Bev. Why, then, to gratify me. 
Young, At rather too great an expence. 
Bev. To a fellow of your obſeryation and turn, 
I ſhould think, now, ſuch a ſcene a moſt delicate 
treat, | 
Young, Delicate! Palling, nauſeous, to a dead - 
fal degree. To a lover, indeed, the charms of the 
niece may palliate the uncle's fulſome formality. 
Bev, The uncle! aye, but then you know he is 
only one of the groupe. 
Young. That's true; but the figures are all fi- 
niſh'd alike. 
throughout. 


R O %; 


_— 


that I ſaw him making love to the figure without 
a noſe, in Somerſet Gardens. I caught him ftroak- 
ing the marble plaits of her gown, and aſked him 
if he was not aſhamed to take ſuch libertics with 
{ladies in public. 

Bev. What an inconſtant old ſeoundrel it is. 

Young. Oh, a Dorimant. But how came this 
about? what could occaſion the change? was it 
in the power of. fleſh and blood to ſeduce this a- 
dorer of virtue from his marble and porphyry ? 

Bev. Juliet bas done it; and, what will ſurprize 
you, his taſte was a bawd to the buſineſs. 
| Young. Pr'ythee, explain. 

Bev, Juliet met him laſt week at her uncle's: 
he was a little pleaſed with the Greek of her pro- 
filez but, on a cloſer enquiry, he found the turn-up 
of her noſe too exactly reſemble the buſt of the 
Piinceſs Popza. 

Young. The chaſte moiety of the amiable Nero, 


A maniere, a tireſome ſameneſs | Bev, The ſame. 


Young. Oh, the deuce! then your buſineſs was 


Bey, There you will excuſe me; I am ſure there }done in an inſtant. 


is no want of variety. 
Young. No! then let us have a detall.— Come, 
Dick, give us g bill of the play. | 
* Bev, Firſt, you know, there's Juliet's uncle. 
Young. What, Sir Thomas Lotty! the modern 
Midas, or rather (as fifty dedications will tell you) 
the Pollio, the Atticus, the patron of genius, the 
protector of arts, the paragon of poets, decider on 


merit, chief juſtice of taſte, and ſworn-appraiſer to 


Apollo and the tuneful nine. Ha, ha! Ob, the 
tedious, inſipid, inſufferable coxcomb ! 
ev. Nay, now, Frank, you are too extravagant. 


- Bev. Immediately, In favour of the tip, he 

offered chart blanche for the reſt of the figure, which 

(as you may ſuppoſe) was inſtantly caught at. 
Young. Doubtleſs. But who have we here? 


Indian of an over-grown fortune. He ſaves me 
the trouble of a portrait? This is Sir Peter Pep- 
perpot. | 
Enter Sir Peter Pepperpot, and two Blacks. 

Sir Pet. Careleſs ſcoundrels! hark'e, raſcals! I' 
baniſh you home, you dogs! you ſhall back, and 
broil in the ſun.— Mr. Bever, your humble—Sir, I 


He is aniverfally allow'd to have taſte; ſharp-judg-| am your entirely. devoted. 


ing Adriel, the muſe's friend, himſelf a muſe. 
Young, Taſte! by who ? underling bards, that he 
feeds; and broken bookſellers, that he bribes, — 
Look ye, Dick, what raptures you pleaſe when 
Miſs Lofty is your theme, but expect no quarter 
for the reſt of the family. I tell thee once Tor all, 
Lofty is a rank impoſtor, the bufo of an illiberal, 


Bev. You ſeem mov'd: what has been the mat- 
ter, Sir Peter? 

Sir Pet. Matter! why I am invited to dinner on 
a barbicu, and the villains have forgot my bottle of 
| chian. $8, 
| Toung, Unpardonable, 
Sir Pet. Aye, this country has ſpoil'd them; this 


mercenary tribe; he has neither genius to create,| ſame chriſtening will ruin the colonies. Well, dear 


judgment to diſtinguiſh, nor generoſity to reward; 


Bever, rare news, boy; our fleet is arriv'd from the 


his wealth has gain'd him flattery from the indi- þ Weſt. | 


gent, and the haughty inſolence of his pretence, 


«dmiration from the ignorant. Foil2 le portrait de 


verre once, Now on to the next. 
Bev, TheTogenious and erudite Mr. Ruſt. 
Young, | What, old Martin, the medal-monger ? 
Bev. The fame, and my rival in Juliet. 
Young, Rival! what, Ruſt? why, ſhe's too mo- 
dern for him by a couple of centuries, Martin! 


why he li 0 heads but upon coins, Merry'd! 
the m— Why dt not above 2 fortnight ago, 


od, 
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Bev. It is? ' 

Sir Per. Aye, lad, and a glorious cargo of turtle. 
It was lucky I went to Brighthelmſtone; Inick'd the 
time to a hair; thin as a lath, and a ſtomach as 
ſharp as a hark st never was in finer condition for 
feeding. b 

Bev. Have you a large importation, Sir Peter ? 

Sir Pet. Nine; but ſeven in excellent order: 


Jon the voyage. 4 
Az | _ 


Bev, This is one of Lofty's companions, a Weſt. - 


The coptain aſſures me they great)y gained ground 


* 


* * 


De. How do you diſpoſe of them? 

Sir Pet. Four to Cornhill, three to Almack's, 
and the two ſickly ones I ſhall ſend to my borough 
. hat, have th Gals 

„Aye l what, have the provincials a re- 
th 33 ? n 

Sir Per. Sir, it is amazing how this country 
improves in turtle and turnpikes ; to which (give 
me leave to ſay,) we, from our part of the world, 
have not a little contributed. Why formerly, Sir, 
a brace of bucks, on the mayor's annual day, was 
thought a pretty moderate bleſſing, But we, Sir, 
| Have poliſh'd their palates, Why, Sir, not the 
meaneſt member of my corporation but can diſ- 
tinguiſh the paſh from the pee. 

Young. Indeed! 

Sir Pet. Aye, and ſever the green from the ſhell, 
with the {kill of the ableſt anatomiſt. 

Young. And are they fond of it? 

Sir Per. Oh, that the conſumption will tell you. 
The ſtated allowance is fix pounds to an alderman, 
and five to each of their wives. 

Bev. A plentiful proviſion. 

Sir Per. But there was never known any waſte, 
The mayor, recorder, aud rector, are permitted to 
eat as much as they pleaſe. 

Yeung. The entertainment is pretty expenſive. 

Sir Pet. Land-carriage, and all. But Icontriv'd 
to ſmuggle the laſt that I ſent them. 

Bev. Smuggle! I don't underſtand you. 

Sir Pet. Why, Sir, the raſcally coachman had 
always charged me five pounds for the carriage. 
Damn'd dear! Now my coole going at the ſame 
time into the country, I made him clap a capuchin 
upon the turtle, and for thirty ſhillings put him 
an inſide paſſenger in the Doncaſter Fly. 

Young. A happy expedient. 

Bev. Oh, Sir Peter has infinite humour. 

Sir Pet. Yes, but the frolick had like to have 
prov'd fatal, ' 

Young. How ſo? 

Sir Gee, The maid at the Rummer, at Hatfield, 
popp'd her head. into the coach, to know if the 
company would have any breakfaſt, Ecod, the tur- 
tle, Sir, laid hold of her noſe, and flapp'd her face 
with his fins, till the poor devil fell into a fic. 
Ha, ha, ha ! 

Young. Oh, an abſolute Rabelais. 

Bev. What, I reckon, Sir Peter, you are going 
to the Square ? 

Sir Pet. Yes. I extremely admire Sir Thomas: 

Von know this is. his day of afſembly ; I ſuppoſe 

u will be there, 1 can tell you, you are a won- 
derful favourite. . 

Bev. Am 1? | 

Sir Pet. He ſays, your natural genius is fine; 
and when poliſh'd by bis cultivation, will ſurprize 
and aſtoniſh che world. 

B.. 1 hope, Sir, 1 ſhall have your voice with 
the public. 
Sir Pet. Mine! O fye, Mr. Bever. 
” Bev. Come, come, you are no inconſiderable 
patron. | 

Sir Pet. He, he, he! Can't ſay but I love to 
encouage ihe arts. ' 

Bev. And have contributed largely yourſelf. 

Hurg. What, is Sir Peter an author ? 

Sir Per, O fye, what me ? a mere dabbler; have 
dlotted my fingers, tis true. Some ſonnets, that 

dave not been thought wanting in ſalt. 
© Bev. And your epigrams. 1 
Sir Per. Nor entirely without point. 

Bev. But come, Sir Peter the love of the arts 
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is not the ſole cauſe of your yiſits to the houſe you 
are going to. 79 Pe 

Sir Pet. I don't underſtand you. 

Bev. Miſs Juliet, the niece. 

Sir Pet. © tye ! what chance have I there? In- 
deed, if Lady Pepperpot ſhould happen to pop off 

Bev, I don't know that, You are, Sir Peter, 
a dangerous man; and were I a father, or uncle, 
ſhould not be a little ſhy of your viſits. 

Sir Pet. Pha! dear Bever, you banter. 

Bev. And (unleſs Lam extremely out in my gueſs) 
that lady 

Sir Pet. Hey ! what, what, dear Bever ? 

Bev. But if you ſhould betray me 
Sir Pet, May 1 never eat a bit of green fat, if 

do. 

Bev. Hints have been dropp'd. 

Sir Pet. The devil! come a little this way. 

Bev. Well made; not robuſt and gigantic, tis 
true, but extremely genteel, 

Sir Pet. Indeed! 4 

Bev. Features not entirely regular; but mark- 
ing, with an air now, ſuperior ; greatly above the 
vou underſtand me? | 
Sir Pet. Perfectly. Something noble; expreſſive 
of—faſhion. 

Sev. Right. 

Sir Pet. Yes, I have been frequently told ſo. 
Bev. Not an abſolute wit z but ſomething in- 
finitely better : An enjovement, a ſpirit, a— 

Sir Pet, Gaiety, 4 was ever ſo from a child: 

Bev. In ſhort, your dreſs, addreſs, with a thou- 
ſand other particulars that at preſent I can't re- 
collect. * 

Sir Pet. Why, dear Bever, to tell thee the 
truth, I have always admir'd Miſs Juliet, and a de- 
licate creature ſhe is: tweet as a ſugar-cane, ſtraight 
as a bamboo, and her teeth as white as a negro's. 

Bev. Poetic, but true. Now only conceive, Sir 
Peter, ſuch a plant of perfections to de devoured 
by that caterpillar, Ruſt. 

Sir Pet. A liquoriſh grub! Are pine-apples fi: 
for ſuch muck-worms as he? I'll ſend him a jar 
of citrons and ginger, and poiſon the pipkin. 

Bev. No, no. 

Sir Pet. Ot invite him to dinner, and mix tats- 
bane along with his curry. 

Bev. Not ſo precipitate z I think we may defeat 
him without any danger. | 

' Sir Pet. How, how ? 

Bev. I have a thought---but we muſt ſettle the 


hint, that I ſhould be glad to ſee her a moment. 

Sir Pet. I'll do it directly. 

Bev. But don't let Sir Thomas perceive you. 

Sir Pet. Never fear. You'll follow. 

Bev. The inftant I have ſettled matters with 
ber : but fix the old fellow ſo that ſhe may not be 
miſs'd, | | 

Sir Pet. I'll nail him, I warranty 1 have bis 
opinion to beg on this manuſcript. 

Bev. Your own? 

Str Pet, No. . 

Bev. Oh! oh! what, ſomething new from the 
doctor, your chaplain ? 

Sir Pet. He! no; ho. Oo Lord, he's elop'd. 

Bev. How! * 

Sir Pet. Gone. You know he Was to dedicate 
his volume of fables ro me x $o I gave him thiciy 
pounds to get my arms engrav'd, to prefix {by way 
of print) to the frontiſpiece; and, O grief of griets! 
My doctor has mov'd off with the mene IU 
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plan with the lady. Could not you give her the | 


end jou Miſs Juliet” © [Zaits 
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ſe you 
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Bev. There, now, is 2 ſpecial protector; the 
arts, I think, can't but flouriſh under ſuch a Me- 
canal. 

» Young. Heaven viſits with a taſte the wealthy fool. 
Bev. True; but then to juſtify the diſpenſation, 
From hence the poor are ctoth'd, the hungry fed, 
Fortunes to bookſellers, to authors bread. 
Young. The diſtribution is, Iowa, a little un- 

equal : and here comes a moſt melancholly in- 
ſtance 3 poor Dick Dactyl, and his publiſher, Puff. 


Enter DaQtyl and Puff. 
Puff. Why, then, Mr. Dactyl, carry them to 


you ſprang.-Gentlemen, if there be faith in 
Gnner, that fellow qwes every ſhilling to me. 

Puff. To thee . 

Das. Aye, Sirtah, to me. In what kind of way 
did I find you ? then where and what was your ſtate? 
Gentlemen, his ſhop was a ſhed in Moorfields; his 
kitchen, a broken pipkin of charcoal; and his bed- 
chamber, under the counter. 

Puff. | never was fond of expence; Jever minded 
my trade. f 

Dac. Your trade ! and pray with what ftock did 
you trade? I can give you the catalogue; I be- 
lieve it won't overburden my memory. Two odd 


ſomebody elſe 3 there arc people enough in the volumes of Swift; the Life of Moll Flanders, with 


trade; but I Wonder you would meddle with poe- 
try; you know it rarely pays for the paper, 

Dac. And how can one help ir, Mr. Puff ? Ge- 
nius impels; and when a man is once liited in the 
ſervice of the muſes- 

Pu f. Why, let him give them warning as ſeon 
as he can, Apretty {rt of ſervice, indeed! where 
there are neither wages, nor vails, The muſes |! 
And what, I ſuppoſe this is the livery they give. 
Gadzooks, I had rather be a waiter at Raneiagh, 

Bey. The poet and publither at variance ! 

What is the matter, Mr. DaQtyl ? 

Dac. As Gad ſhall judge me, Mr. Bever, as 
pretty a poem, and ſo polite ;z not a mortal can take 
any offence z all full of panegyric and praiſe. 

Puffy A fine charaRter he gives of his works. 
Ng offence l the greateſt in the world, Mr. Dac- 
tyl, Panegyric and praiſe! and what will that do 
with the publick ? why who the devil will give 
money to be told, that Mr, Such-a-one, is a wiſer 
or better man than himſelf? No, no tis quite 
and Elean out of nature. A good ſouſing fatire 
now, well powdered with perſonal pepper, and ſea- 
ſoned with the ſpirit of party; that demoliſhes a 
conſpicuous character, and finks him beiow our. 
own level; there, there, we are pleaſed ; there we 
chuckle, and grin, and toſs the half-crowns on the 
counter, | 

Dac. Yes, and ſo get cropp'd for a libe}, , 

Puff. Cropp'd! aye, and the luckie@t thing that 
can happen to you. Why, 1 would not give two- 

nce for an author that is afraid of his ears, Writ. 
Ing, writing is, (as I may ſay,) Mr. Dectyl, a fort 
of a warfare, where none can de vector that is the 
leaſt afraid of a ſcar, Why, zooks, Sir, I never 
got ſalt co my porridge till I mounted at the Royai 
Exchange. 

Bev. Indeed! 

Puff. No, no; that was the making of me. 
Then my name made a noiſe in the world. Talk 
of forked bills, and of Helicon | romantic, and fa- 
bulous Ruff, The true Caftalian fream is a thower 
of eggs, and a pillory the poet's Parnaſſus, 

Dac. Aye, to you, indeed, it may anſwer ; but 
what do we get for our pains ? 

Puff. Why, what the deyce would you get? 
food, fire, and fame, Why, you would not grow 
fat ! a corpulent poet is a monſter, a prodigy ! No, 
no ; ſpare diet is a ſpur to the fancy; high feed- 
ing would but founder your Pegaſus. 

Doc, Why, you impudent, illiterate raſcal ! who 
ir it you dare treat in this manner ? 
« Puff. Heyday | what is the matter now ? 

Dac. And is this the recurn for all the obliga- 
tions you owe mee But no matter,” the world, 
the world ſhall know what you art, and how you 
have us d me. | 

Puff. Do your work ; I deſpiſe you. 
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cots; the Five Senſes, printed and coloured by 
Overton ; a few clafſicks, thumb'd and blotted by 
the boys of the Charter-houſe; with the trial of 
Dr. Sacheverel. 

Puff. Malice. a 

Dac. Then, Sirrah, I gave you my Canning : 
it was the firſt ſet you afloat, 

Puff. A grub. 

Das. And it is not only my writings: you know, 
Sirrah, what you owe to my phylic, b 

Bev. How ! a phyſician? 

Dac. Ves, Mr. Bever; phyfic and poetry, Apollo 
is the patron of both: Opifergue per orbem dicor. 

Puff. His phyſic! c 

Dac. My phyſic! aye, my phyfic : why, dare 
you deny it, you raſcal! What, have you forgot 
my powders for flatulent crudities ? 

Puff. No. 

Dac. My coſmetic lozenge, and ſugar-plums ? 

Puff. No. | 

Dae. My coral for cutting of teeth, my potions, 
my lotions, my preghancy-drops, with my paſte 
for ſuperfluous hairs? 

Puff. No, no; have you done? 

Dac. No, no, no; but I believe this will ſuffice 
for the preſent. | 

Puff. Now would not any mortal believe that I 
ow'd my all to this fellow ? : 

Bev, Why, indeed, Mr. Puff, the balance does 
ſeem in his favour. F 

Puff. In his favour ! why you don't give any cte- 
dit to him: a reptile, a bug, that owes his very 
being to me. 

Dac. |, I, 1! | 

Puff. You, you! What, I ſuppoſe you forget 
your gartet in Wine-Office-Court, when you fur- 
niſu'd paragraphs for the Farthing-Poſt at twelve- 
pence a dozen. 

Dac. Fiction. ? 

Puff. Then did not | get you made colleQor of 
cafualties to the Whitehall and Sr. James's ? but 
that poſt your lazine(s Joſt you. Gentlemen, he 
never brought them a robbery till the highwayman 
was going to be hang'd; a birth till the chriſten- 
ing was over; nora death till the hatchment was up. 

Dac. Mighty well! 

Puff. And now, becauſe the fellow has got a 
little in fleſh, by being puff to the playhouſe this 
winter, (to which, by the bye, 1 got him appointed) 
he is as proud and as vain as Voltaire, But 1 halt 
ſoon have him under z the vacation will come, 

Dac. Let it. 

Puff. Then I ſhall have him ſneaking and ering- 
ing, hanging about me, and begging a dit of tranſ- 
lation. ; | N 

Dar. I beg, J, for.tranflation ! 

Piaf. No, vos not a line ; not if you would 
do it for two-penee a ſheet. No dell'd beef and 
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Porter. You may take 


——— 


— — — —— 


your leave of my ſhop. 
Dar. Your ſhop! then at parting I will leave 
you a legacy. | | 
Bev. 0 fye, Mr. Dactyl ! 
* Puff. Let him alone. 
« Dac. Pray, genlemen let me do myſelf juſtice, 
Dev. Younger, reftrain the publiſher's fire. 
Young. Fye, gentlemen, ſuch an illiberal com- 
bat : it is a ſcandal to the republic of letters. 
Dev. Mr. Dactyl, an old man, a mechanic, be- 
Atathomn—_s : : 
Dac. Sir, I am calm; that thought has reſtor'd 
gt. To your infignificancy you are indebted for 
ſafety. But what my generoſity has ſaved, my pen 


(hall deftroy. - 


Puff. Then you muſt get ſomebody to mend it. 

; — Adieu XP (E * 
Fare we xeunt ſeverally. 
A. ha, ha! come, let us along to the 


unre. 
Blockheads with reaſon wicked wits abhor, 
But dunce with dunce is barb'rous civil war, 


ACT u. 
SCENE continues, 


Enter Bever and Younger. 


Young. OOR DaQyl! and dwells ſuch mighty 
rage in little men? 1 hope there is 

no danger of bloodſhed. 
Bev. Oh, not in the leaſt: the gent vartum, the 
nation of poets, though an irritable, are yet a pla- 
cable people. Their mutual intereſts will ſoon 
bring them together again. 

Young. But ſhall not we be late? The critical 
ſenate is by this time aſſembled, 

Bev. I warrant you, frequent and full; where 

Stately Bufo, puff d by ev'ry quill, 
Sits like Apollo, on his forked hill. 
But you know 1 muſt wait for Miſs Lofty; I am 
now totally directed by ber; ſhe gives me the key 
to all Sir Thomas's foibles, and preſcribes the moſt 
proper method to feed them; but what good pur- 
poſe . that will produce 

Young. Is the clever, adroit? | | 

Bev. Doubtleſs. I like your aſking the queſtion 
of me, aa 

Young, Then pay an implicit obedience: the 
ladies, in theſe caſes, generally know what they 
are about. The door opens. L 

Bev. It is Julict, and with her old Ruſt, Enter 
Frank: you know the knight, ſo no introduction 
is wanted, [Bit Younger. ] I ſhould be glad to 
hear this reverend piece of lumber make love ; the 


courtſhip muſt certainly be curious, Good man- 


ners ſtand by; by your leave, 1 will liſten a little. 
[Bever recirer. ] 


Enter Juliet and Ruft, 


Fol. And your collection is large? 


Taz PATRON. | 


Jul. Aye, Sir, there lies my greateſt misfortune, 
Had I only thoſe who are alive to contend with, 
by afſiduity, affections, cares, and carefſſes, I might 
ſecure my conqueſt ; though that would be diff. 
cult; for I am convinc'd, were you, Mr. Ruft, 
put up by Preſtage to auction, the Apollo Belvi. 
dere would not draw a greater gumber of bidders, 
Raf. Would that were the caſe, Madam, ſo 1 
might be thought a proper companion to the Venus 
de Medicis, 

Fol. The flower of rhetoric, and pink of polite. 
neſs, But my fears are not confined to the living; 
for every nation and age, even painters and ſtatu- 
aries, conſpire againſt me, Nay, when the pan. 
theon itſelf, the very goddeſſes riſe up as my rivals, 
what chance has a mortal like me I hall 
certainly laugh in his face, | Afide.] 

Ruft. She is a delicate ſubject. Goddeſſes, 
Madam |! zooks, had you been on Mount Ida when 
Paris decided the conteſt, the Cyprian queen had 
pleaded for the pippin in vain, 

Jul. Extravagant gallantry. 

R. In you, Madam, are center's all the beau- 
ties of the heathen mythology : the open front 
of Diana, the luſtre of Pallas's ee 

Jul. Oh, Sir! 

Ruft. The chromatic muſic of Clio, the bloom- 


Jing graces of Hebe, the empercal port of queen 


Juno, with the delicate dimples of Venus. 
Jul. I ſee, Sir, antiquity has nbt engroſt d all 
your attention: You are no novice in the nature 
of woman, Incenſe, Ion, is grateful to moſt of 
my ſex ; but there are times when adoration may 
be diſpenſed with. | 
Ruſt. Ma'am ! 
Jul. I ſay, Sir, when we women willingly wave 
our rank in the ſkies, and wiſh to be treated as 
mortals, | 
Ruſt. Dcubtleſs, Madam: and are you want- 
ing in materials for that? No, Madam; as in 
dignity you ſurpaſs the Heathen divinities, ſo in 
the charms of attraction you beggar the queens of 
the earth. The whole world, at diffetent periods, 
has contributed it's ſeveral beauties to form you., 
Jul. The deuce it has! [ Afide.] 
Ruft. See there the ripe Aftatic perfection join'd 
to the delicate ſoftneſs of Europe. In you, Ma- 
dam, I burn to poſſeſs Cleopatra's alluring glances, 
the Greek profile of queen Clytemneſtra, the Re- 
man noſo of the empreſs Popos. 
Jul. With the majeſtie march of Oueen Beſs. 
Mercy on me, what a wonderful cracurc am 1! 
Rg. In mort, Madam, not a feature you have, 
but recals te my mind ſome trait in a medal or buſt. 
Ful. Indeed! Why, dy your zccount, 1 muſt be 
an abſolute olio a perfect ſalamongund of charms, 
Ruft. Oh, Madam, how can you demean, as | 
may ſay, unde vas 
Jul. Value] there is the thing; and to tell you 
the truth, Mr. Ruſt, in that word value lies my 
greateſt qbjeQion. FF tr 
Ru. I don't underſtand you. | 
Jul. Why then I will explain myſelf. It has 


Ruff, Moſt curious and capital. When, Madam, deen (aid, and 1 believe with ſome ſhadow of teuth, 


will you give me leave to add your charms to my 


catalogue ? 


Jul. O dear! Mr. Ruſt, 1 ſhall but diſgrace it. 


that no man is # hero to his valet de chambre ; 
now I am afraid when you and I grow alittle more 
intimate, which 1 ſuppoſe muſſ be the caſe If you 


| Belides, Sir, when 1-raarry, I am reſolved to have|proceed on your plan, you will be horribly diſap- 


my huſband all e myſelf: now for the poſſeſſion 

of vour heart 1 Thall have too many competitors. 
Fuat. Hau, Madam! were Prometheus alive, 
and would animate the Helen that ſtands in my 
Ball, ſhe ſhould not coſt me a ſigh, 


pointed in your high expectatlons, and ſoog dil- 


ſeover this Juno, this Cleopatra, and princeſs Popma, 
to be as arrant a mortal as madam your mother. 

Ruff. Madam, I, I, 1 

Jul. Your patience a moment. Being therefore 
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defirous'to preſerve your devotion, I beg, for the 
future, you would pleaſe to adore at a diſtance, 
Rofi. To Endymion, Madam, Luna once liſtened, 
Jul. Aye, but be was another kind of a mortal; 
you may do very well as a votary; but for a huſ- 
band—mercy upon me! 
Ruft. Madam, you are not in earneft, not ſerious! 


Jul. Not ſerious! Why have you the impudence 
to think of marrying a goddeſs ? 4 
Ruff. 1 ſhould hope 


Fol. And what ſhould you hope ? I find your de- 
yotion reſembles that of the world: when the 
power of finning is over, and the ſprightly firſt-run- 
nings of life are rack'd off, you offer the vapid dregs 
to your deity, No, no; you may, if you pleaſe, 
turn monk in my ſervice. One vow, I believe, you 
will obſerve better than moſt of them, chaſtity. 

Ruff. Permit me 

Jul. Or, if you muſt marry, take your Julia, 
your Portia, or Flora, your fum-fam from China, 
or your Egyptian Oſiris. You have long paid your 
addreſſes to them. 

Ruff. Marry! what, marble? 

Jul. The propereſt wives in the world; you can't 
chuſe amiſs ; they will ſupply you with all that you 
want. 

Ruft. Your uncle has, Madam, conſented. 

Ful. That is more than ever his niece will. Con- 
ſented! and to what? To be ſwath'd to a mould- 
ring mammy; or be lock d up, like your medals, 
to canker and ruſt in a cabinet! No, no; I was 
made for the world, and the world ſhall not be 
robd*d of it's right. 

: = Bravo, Juliet! Gad, ſhe's a fine ſpirited 
__ | 

Jul. My profile, indeed! No, Sir, when I mar- 
ry, | muſt have a man that will meet my full face. 

Ruft. Might I be heard for a moment? 

Jul. To what end? You ſay, you have Sir Tho- 
mas Lofty's conſent; I tell you, you can never 


have mine. You may ſcreen me from, or expoſe | ſneezes; in ſhort, fawn, flatter, ad 
ach, 


me to, my uncle's reſentment; the choice is your 
own: if you lay the fault at my door, you will, 
doubtleſs, greatly diftreſs me; but take the blame 
on yourſelf, and 1 ſhall own myſelf extremely oblig'd 
to you. Fg 

Ruft. How ! confeſs myſelf in the fault? 

Jul. Aye; for the veſt thing a man can do, when 
he finds he can't be beloy'd, is to take care he is not 
heartily hated.. There is no other alternative. 

Ruſt, Madam, I ſha'n't break my word with Sir 
Thomas. 

Jul. Nor | with myſelf. So there's an end of 
our conference. Sir, you're very obedient, 

Nef. Madam, I, I, don't=that is, let me—Bu 
no matter. Your ſervant. [Exit, 

Fol. Ha, ha, h 


Enter Rever from bebind. 


Bev. Ha, ha, ha! Incomparable Juliet! How 
the old dotard trembled and totter'd; he could net 


have been mote enflam'd, had he been robb'd of his | 


Otho. ? 
Jul. Aye; was ever goddeſs fo familiarly us'd? 

In my conſcience, I began to be afraid that he 

would treat me-as the Indians do their dirty divini- 

tiesz whenever they are deaf to their prayers they 

beat and abuſe them. 

- Bev, But, after all, we are in an aukward ſitua- 

tion, 

Jul. How ſo? 

Bev,” I have my fears, 

Jul, So have not I. 


| 


: 


Bev. Your uncle has reſoly'd thathou ſhould be 


marry'd to Ruſt. 


Jul. Aye, he may decree; but it is I that muſt 


execute. 


Bev. But ſuppoſe he has given his word. 
Jul. Why then let him recal it again. , 
Bev, But are you ſure you ſhall have courage e · 


Jul. To ſay, No? That requires much teſolu- 


tion, indeed, 


Bev. Then I am at the heighth of my hopes. 
Jul. Your hopes! Your hopes and your fears are 
ill-founded alike; | 4 

Bev. Why you are determined not to be his. 

ul, Well, and what then? ; 
, What then! why then you will be mine. 
Jul. Indeed! and is that the natural conſequences 

whoever won't be his, muſt be yours; is that the 
logic of Oxford ? F | 

Bev. Madam, I did flatter myſelf ——— 

Jul. Then you did very wrong, indeed, Mr. Be- 


ver: you ſhould ever guard againſt flattering your- 
[ſelf ; forof all dangerous paraſites, ſelf is the worſt, 


Bev. I am aftoniſh'd! 

Jul. Aﬀtoniſh'd! you are mad, I believe! Why, 
have not known you a month: it is true, my un- 
cle fays your father is his friend; your fortune, in 
time, will be eaſy; your figure is not remarkably 
faulty; and as to your underſtanding, paſſable e- 


nough 

of * world; but when one talks of à huſband 

Lord it's quite another fort of 2— Ha, ba, ha! Poor 

Bever, how he ftares ! he ſtands like a ſtatue 
Bev. Statue! Indeed, Madam, I am very near 

petrified. 
Fol. Even then you will make as good a huſhand 

as Ruſt, But go, run, and join the aſſembly with- 


in: be attentive to ev'ry word, motion, and look 
of my uncle's; be dumb when he ſpeaks, admire 


all he ſays, laugh when he ſmirks, bow when be 
cringe; don't 
be afraid of over-loading his $om for the knight 
has a noble digeſtion, and you will find ſome there 
who will keep you in countenance. . 
Bev. I fly. So then, Juliet, your intention was 
only to try 1 
Jul. Don't plague me with impertinent queſ- 
tions; march; obey my directions. We muſt leave 
the iſſue to chance; a greater friend to mankind 
than they are willing to own. Oh, if any thing 
new ſhould occur, you may come into the drawing- 
room for farther inftrutions. 


SCENE, 2 Ren in Sir Thomas Lofty's Houſe. 


Sir Thomas, Ruſt, Puff, Dactyl, and others, diſco- 
vered ſitting. | | 


Sir Tho, Nothing new to-day from Parnaſſus? | 
Dat. Not that I hear. 75 


Sir The, Nothing critical, philoſophical, or po- 
itical ? 
Puff. Nothing. 


my ſtores. 


have bluſh d to acknowledge. 
Ruft. Your own, Sir Thomas ? . 


Sir Tho. Then in this diſette, this dearth of in- 
vention, give me leave, gentlemen, to diſtribute 
I have here in my band a little ſmart, 
ſatirical epigram; new, and prettily pointed: in 
ſhart, a production that Martial bimſelf would not 


» » 


for a young fellow who has not ſeen much 


[ Exeunt ſeverally. - 


Sir Tho, O fie! no; ſeat me this morning, ano- 


ny mous. 
Dae. Pray, Sir Thomas, let us have it. 
Al. By all means; by all means. 
B 2 


* 


— . 
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Sir Tbe. To Phillis.—Think'f thou, fond Phil- 

| lis, Strephon told thee true, 

Ab are painted fair, to look like jou: 

nother ſtory all the town will tell 

Phillis paints fair—to look like an an-gel, 

All. Fine! fine! very fine! 

Das. Such an eaſe and Gmplicity! 
Puff. The turn ſo unexpected and quick, 
Ruſt. The ſatyt ſo poignant. 

Sir Tho. Yes; I think it poſſeſſes, in an eminent 
degree, the three great epigramatical requiſites; 
brevity, familiarity, and ſeverity. 

Phillis paints fair—to look like an an-gel. 

< Happy! Is the Phillis, the ſubject, a ſe- 
cret 

Sir Tho.. Oh, dear me! nothing perſonal; no; 
82 impromptuz a mere jeu d'eſprit. 

_ Puff. Then, Sir Thomas, the ſecret is out; it is 
Fur own, . 

Dac. That was obvious enough, 

Puff. Who is there elſe could have wrote it? 

Ruft. True, true. 

Sir Tho. The name of the author is neecleſs. So 
ir is an acquiſition to the republic of tetters, any 

ntleman may claim the merit that will, 

Puff. What a noble contempt! 

Dac. What greatneſs. of mind! 0 
/ Ruſt, Scipio apd Lælius were the Roman Lofrtys. 
Why, Idate beheye Sir Thomas has been the mak- 
ing of half the authors in town; he 15, as I may 
ſay, the great manufacturer; the other poets are but 
pedlare, that live by retailing his wares. © 

Ali, Ha, hi, ha! well obſerv'd, Mr. Ruft. 
Sir Tho. Hay hay ha! Malle atyue facetum Why, 
to purſue the metaphor, if Sir Thomas Lofty was 
to call in his poetical debts, I believe there would, 
be a good many bankrupts in the Muſe's Gazette. 

Al. Ha, ha, ha! : 

Sir Tho. But, a-propos, gentlemen; with regard 
to the eclipſe: you found my calculation exact? 

Dac. To a digit. 

Sir Tho. Total darkneſs, indeed! and birds going 
to rooſt! Thoſe Philomat hs, thoſe a! manack-mak- 
ers, are the moſt ignorant raſcals- 

Pf. It is amazing where Sir Thomas Lofty 
ores all his knowledge. - x 
Dac. It is wonderful how the mind of man can 

contain it, , ; 

Sir Tho. Why, to tell you the truth, that cir- 
cumftance has a good deal engag'd my attention; 
#nd I believe you will admit my method of ſolving 
the phenomenpnpbiloſophical and ingenious enough. 


. Tay Without queltion, 
eh » Doubtleſs. ? 


Sir Tho, I ſuppoſe, gentlemen, my memory, or 
mind, to be a cheſt of drawers, a kind of bureau 
where, in ſeparate cellules, my different knowledge 
on different ſudjects is ſtor d. : 

Ruft. A prodigious diſcovery ! 

All. Amazing ! | 

Sir Tho. To this cabinet, volition or will has a 
key; ſo when an arduous ſubject occurs, I unlock 
my bureau, pull out the particular drawer, and am 

- applied with what I want in an inſt ant. 
Dec. A Malbranch! * 15 

Pup. A Boyle 
Al. A Locke! 
Enter Servant» 


Ser. Mr. Bever. [ Exit. 
i, The, A young gentleman from Oxford, re- 
commended to my care by his father, The univer- 
fity has given him a good ſolid Doric foundation; 
and when he haz, receiv's from you a few Tuſcan 


. 
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| avert by Signor Belloni 


ſuppoſe, by ſome connvifleut ?, 


touches, the Ionic and Corinthian graces, I make 
no doubt but he will prove a compoſite pillar to the 
republic of lettets. [ Enter Bever. This, Sir, i; 
ſchool from whence ſo many capital maſters have. 
ſued ; the river that enriches the regions of ſcience, 

Dac. Of which river, Sir Thomas, you are the 
ſou;ce; heie we quaff: Er purpures bibimus wn 
nectar. | . : | 

Sir Tho. Purpureo! Delicate, indeed ! Mr. Duc. 
tyl. Do you hear, Mr, Bever f Bibimus ere near, 
You, young gentleman, muſt be inſtrufted to quote; 
nothiag gives a period more ſpirit than a happy La- 
tin quotation, nor hat indeed a finer effect at the 
head of an eſſay. Poor Dick Steel! I have oblig' 
him with many a motto for his fugitive pieces. 

Puff. Aye, and with the contents too, or Sit 
Richard is foul y bely d. 


Ester Servant. 

Ser. Sir Roger Dowl-s. 

Sir Tho. Pray defire him to enter, [Frir Ser. 
vant.) Sir Roger, genilemen, is_a coclideravle 
Eaſt-India proprietor; and ſcems deſirous of col. 
lecting, from this learned aſſembly, ſome rhetorical 
flowers, which he hopes to ſticw, with honour ta 
himſelf, and advantage to the company, at Mer. 
chant- Taylor's Hall, | Enter $i: Roger: Dowlas.] 
— Sir Roger, de ſeared. This genteman has, in 
common with the greateſt orator the word ever ſaw, 
a ima!l natural infirmity;z be ſtutters a little: but 
I have preſcrib's the ſame remedy that Demoſthene; 
uled, and don't deſpair of ,a radical cure. Well, 
Sir, have you digeſted thoſe general rules? 

Str Reg. Pretty well, I am obli-g'd to you, 
Sir Thomas. IS 

Sir Thos Have you been regular in taking your 
tinCture of ſage, to give you confidence for ſpeaking 
in public ? » | 

Sir Rog. Y—es, Sir Thomas. 

Sir Tho, Did you open at the laſt genera! court? 

Sir Rog. l atiem —p—ted four or five times. 

Sir To. What hinder'd your progreſs ? \ 

Sir Reg. The pe—b—bles. | 

Sir The. Oh, the pebbles in his mouth. But 
they are only put in to practiſe in private; you ſhould 
8 the m cut when you ate addrefling the public, 

Sir Rog. Yes; I will, for the fu—ture. 

Sir Tho, Well, Mr. Ruft, you had a t(#te-&-t7te 
with my niece. A-propes, Mr. Bever, here offers 
a fine_vecaſion for you; we thall take the liberty to 
trouble your muſe on their nuptisls: O love! 0 
Hymen! here prune thy purple wings; trim thy 
bright torch,-Hey, Mr. Bever! 

Bev. My talents are at Sir Thomas Lofty's di- 
rection; tho? ] muſt deſpair of produciug any per- 
formance worthy the attention of ſo compleat a 
Judge of the elegant arts. 

Sir Tho, Too modeſt, good Mr. Bever.— Well, 
Mr. Ruſt, any new acquiſition, fince our laſt meet- 
ing, to your matchleſs collection? | | 

Ruſt. Why, Sir Thomas, 1 ,bave both loſt and 
gain'd fince I ſaw you. 

Sir Tho. Loſt! I am forry for that. 

Ruft. The curious farcophagus, that was ſent me 


Sir Tho. You mean the urn that was ſuppoſed to 
coniain the duſt of Agrippa 

RJ. Suppoſed! no doubt but it did! 

Sir Tb. I hope no ſiniſter accident to that ineſli- 
mable relic of Rome. | 

Ruſt. It's gone. | 

Sir The, Gone! oh, illiberal! What, ſtolen, 1 
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Ae. Worſe! worſe! a prey, a martyr to igno-| 


tense : « houſemaid that I hir'd laſt week, miſtook 
it for a broken green chainber-pot, and ſent it away 
in the duſt cart. 

Sir Tho, She merits impaling. 

Dac. The Vandal! 

All. The Viſigoth! 

Ruſt. But I have this day aequir'd a treaſure that 
will in ſome meaſure make me amends. 

Sir Tho. Indeedi what can that be? 

Puff. That muſt be ſomething Curious, indeed. 

Ruſt. It has coſt me infinite trouble to get it, 

Dac. Great rarities are not had without pains. 

Ruft. It is three months ago fince I got the fia 
ſcent of it, and | have been ever ſince on the hunt, 
but all to no purpoſe. 

Sir Tho. I am quite upon thorns till I ſee it. 

Ruſt. And yelierday, when 1 had given it over, 
when ail my hopes were grown deſperate, it fell in- 
to my hands, by the moſt unexpected and wonde:- 
ful accident. 

Sir Tho, Quod optanti divum promittere nemo 

Auderet, wolvenda dies en attulit ultro. 
Mi, Bever, you rema:k my quotation ? 

Bev. Moſt happy. Oh, Sir, nothing you ſay can 
de lat. 

R. T have brought it here in my pocket; I am 
no churl;z I love to pleaſure my friends. 

Str The. You are, Mr. Ruſt, extremely obliging. 

"I Very kind, very ob'iging, indeed. 

A. It was nat much hurt by tbe fire. 

S's Tho. Very tortunare. 

Ruft. The edges are ſoi''d by the link; but many 
of the letters ate exceedingly legible. 

Sir Rog Ali—ttle ro- m, it you p—leaſe, 

Rujt. Here it is ; the precious remains of the very 
North: Briton that was burnt. at the Royal Ex- 
change, 

Sir Tho. Number forty-five ? 

Ruſt. The ſame. 

Bev. You ate a lucky man, Mr. Ruſt, 

Ruft. | think ſo. But, gentlemen, I hope I need 
not give you a caution: huſh——filence—no words 
on this matter. 

c. You may depend upon us; 
ft, For as the paper has not ſuffer'd the law, 1 
ont know whether they may not ſeize it again, 

Sir Tho, With vs you are ſafe, Mr. Ruſt, Well, 
young gentleman, you ſee we cultivate all branches 
of ſcience. 

Bev. Amazing, indeed! But when we conſider 
you, Sir Thomas, ay the directing, the ruling pla- 
net, our wonder ſubſides in an inſtant. Kcience 
firſt ſaw the day with Socrates in the Attic portico; 
her early years were ſpent with Tylly in the Tuſcu- 
lan ſhade ; but her ripe, maturer hours, ſhe enjoys 
with Sir Thomas Lofty, near Cavendiſh Square. 

Sir Ths. The moſt claſſical compliment | ever re- 
ceiv'd, Gentlemen, a philoſophical repaſt attends 
your acceptance within .— Sir Roger, you'll lead the 
way, [ Exeunt all but Sir Thomas and Bever. ] Mr. 
Bever, may I beg your ear for a moment ? Mr. Be- 
ver, the friendſhip I have for your father, ſecured 
you, at firſt, a gracious reception from me; but 
what I then paid to an old obligation, is now, Sir, 
due to your own particular merit. 

Bev, I am happy, Sir Thomas, f. 

Sir Tho. Your patience, There is in you, Mr. 
Bever, a fire of imagination, a quickneſs of appre- 
henſion, a ſolidity of judgment, join'd to a depth 
of diſcretion, that I never yet met with in ay ſub- 
ject at your time of life. 


Oh, the Hun! 
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Sir The. I am ſure you never will; and to — 
you a convincing proof tha: I think ſo, I am now go- 
ing to truſt you with the moſt important ſecret of 
my whole life, 

Bev. Your confidence does me great honour. 

Sir Tho, But this muſt be on a certain condition. 
Bev, Name it. 

vir The, That you give me your ſolemn promiſe 
% comply with one requeſt I ſhajl make you. 

Bev. There is nothing Sir Thomas Lofty can aſk, 
that I ſhall not chea fully grant 

Sir Tho, Nay, in fact, it will be ſerving yourſelf. 
Bey, I want no ſuch inducement. 

Sir 7 bo. Enough. But we can't be too private. 
i Shuts the deor. } Sit you down. Your chriſtian- 
name, I think is 
Bev. Richaid. 
Sir Tho. Trees the ſame as your father* come, 
let us be familiar, It is, I think, dear Dick, ac- 
knowledg'd, that the Engliſh have reach d the bigh- 
«ſt pitch of perfection in every department of writ- 
ing but one—the dramatic. 

Bev. Why, the French criticks are alittle ſevere. 
Sir Tho. And with reaſon. Now, to reſcue out 
credit, and at the ſame time give my country a mo- 
del Shews a manuſcript. ]-=Sce here. 

Bev. A play? 

Sir Tho. A chef d æuvre. 

Bev. Your own? . 

Sir Tho. Speak lower. I am the author. 

Bev. Nay, then there can be no doubt of it's 
merit. 

Sir Tho. I think not. You will be charm'd with 
the ſubject. 

Bev. What is it, Sir Thomas? 

Sir Tho. I hall, furprize you. The ſtory of Ro- 
binſon Cruſoe. © Are not you truck? | 
Bev. Moſt prodigiouſly. 

Sir Tho. Yes; I knew the very title would hit 
you. You will find the whole fable is finely con- 
duCted, and the character of Friday, qualis ab incep- 
toy nebly ſupported throughout. 

Bev. A pretty difficult taſk. 

Sir Tho. True; that was not a bow for a by. 
The piece has long been in rchearſal at Drory-lans 
playhouſe, and this night is to make it's appearance. 

Bev. To- night? 

Sir Tho: This night. 

Bev. I will attend, and engage all my friends to 
ſuppore it. 

Sir Tho, That is not my purpoſe; the piece will 
want no ſuch affiſtance. 

Bev. I beg pardon. 

Sir Tho. The manager of that houſe (who, you 
know, is a writer himſelf) finding all the anon 
mous things he produc'd (indeed ſome of 
wretched enough, and very unworthy of him) placed 
to his account by the public, is determin'sd to exhibit 
no more without knowing the name of the author. 

Bev. A reaſonable caution, 

Sir Tho. Now, upon my promiſe (for I appear 
to patronize the play) to announce the author be- 
fore the curtain draws up, Robinſon Crufoe is ad- 
vertiſed for this evening. | 

Bev. Oh, then you will acknowledge the piece 
to be yours ? 

Sir Tho. No. 

Bev. How then ? 

Sir Tho. My deſign is to _ it to you. 

Bev. To me 

Sir Tho. To you. : 
Bev. What, me the mor of Robinſon ko 


Bev, 1 hope I (hall ne yer forſeĩt. 


Sir The. Aye. 


- yourſelf of. the glory? 


from another man. 
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parents ;“ with, 1 ſuppoſe, the diverting ſcene of 
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bave gueſs'd you was the author? 


0 Tux PA 
Dev. Lord, Sir Thomas, it will never gain cre- 


dit: ſo compleat a production the work of a ſtrip- 
ling! Beſides, Sir, as the merit is yours, why rod 


Sir Tho. I am intirely indifferent to that. 
Bev. Then why take the trouble ? i 
Fir Tho. My fondneſs for letters, and love of 
my country. Beſides, dear Dick, though the pauci 
& ſele&i, the choſen few, know the full value 
of a performance like this, yet the ignorant, the 
fane (by much the majority) will be apt tothink 

t an occupation ill- ſuited to my time of life. 
Bev. Their cenſure is praiſe. : 
Sir Tho. Doubtleſs. But indeed my principal 
motive is my friendſhip for you. Vou are now a 
candidate for literary honours, and 1 am deter- 


min'd to fix your fame on an immoveable baſis. | 


Bev. You are moſt exceſſively kind; but there 
is ſomething ſo diſingenueus in ſtealing reputation 


Sir Tho. Idle punctilio! : 
Bev. It puts me ſo in mind of thedaw in the fable. 
Sir Tho. Come, come, dear Dick, I won't ſuffer 
your modeſty ro murder your fame. But the com- 
pany will ſuſpect ſomething ; we will join them, 
and proclaim you the auther. There, keep the 
copy; to you I conſign it for ever; it ſhall be a ſe- 
cret to lateſt poſterity. You will be ſmother'd 
with praiſe by our friends; they ſhall all in their 

bark to the playhouſe ; and there, 

Attendant ſail, 
' Purſue the triumph, and partake the gale, 
: 2 LEExtunt. 
ACT III. 
SCENE costiauct. 

eh Enter Bever reading. 
O ends the firſt Ac. Come, pow for the ſe- 
cond. Act the ſecond, ſhewing"'—the cox- 
comb has prefaced every act with an argument too, 


in humble imitation, I warrant, of Monſ. Diderot 
wit Shewing the fatal effect of diſobedience to 


a gibbet; an entertaining ſubject for comedy. And 
the blockhead is as prolix ; every ſcene as long as 
a homily. Let's ſee ; how does this end ? © Exit 
Cruſoe, and enter ſome ſavages, dancing a ſaraband.” 
There's no bearing this abominable traſh. N 
Juliet.] So, Madam ; thanks to your advice and 
direQtion, I am got into a fine fituation. 
Jul. What js the matter now, Mr. Bever ? 
Bev. The Robinſon Cruſoe. 
\ Foul. Oh, the play that js to be ated to-night. 
How ſecret you were? Who in the world would 


Bev. Me, Madam! | 
Jul. Your title is odd ; but to a genius every 
ſudject is good. | | 

Bev. You are inclin'd to be pleaſant, 

Jul, Within they have been all prodigious loud 
in ihe-praiſe of your piece ; but I think my uncle 
rather more eager than any. 

Bev. He has reaſon ; for fatherly fondneſs goes far. 

ul. I don't underſtand you. 

ev. You dont! 

ul, No, . | 

ev. Nay, Juliet, this is too much; you know 
it is none of my play, | \ 


TRON. | 
| Bev. Your uncle's. | 

Jul. My uncle's! Then how, in the name 9 
wonder, came you to adopt it ? 

Bev. At his earneſt requeſt, I may be a fool; 
but remember, Madam, you are the cauſe. 

Jul. This is ſtrange ; but I can't conceive why 
his motive could be. 

Bev, His motive is obvious enough ; to ſcreen 
himſelf from the infamy of being the author. 

ul, What, is it bad, then ? 
ev. Bad ! moſt infernal ! 
Jul And you have conſented to own it? 
ev. Why, what could 1 do? He in a manng 
compell'd me, 

Jul. 1 am extremely glad of it. 

Bev. Glad of it! Why, I tell you tis the mot 
dull, tedious, melancholly--- 

Jul. So much the better. p 

Bev. The moſt flat piece of flippery that ever 
Grub-ftreet produc d. 

ul, So much the better. 
ev, It will be damn'd before the third act. 

Ful. So much the better. | 

Bev. And I ſhall be hooted and pointed at where. 
ever I go, 

— So much the better. 

ev. So much the better! Tounds! ſo, I ſup« 
poſe, you would ſay, if I was going to be hang'd, 
Do you call this a mark of your friendſhip ? 

Jul. Ah, Bever, Bever! you are 2 miferable po- 
litician: Do you know now that this is the luck. 
ieſt incident that ever occurred? a 

Jul. It could not have been better laid, had ye 
plann'd it ourſelves. 

Bev. You will pardon my want of conception; 
but theſe are riddles— - 

Ful. That at preſent I have not time to explain, 
Bot what makes you loit'ring here? Paſt fixo'clock, 
as I lives Why, your play is begun ; run, run to 
the houſe. Was ever author ſo little anxious for 
the fate of his piece. 

Bev. My piece! 

70 Sir Thomas! I know by his walk. Fly; 
and pray all the way for the fall of your play. And, 
do you hear, if you find the audience too indulgent, 
inclin'd to be milky, rather than fail, ſqueeze in 1 
little acid yourſelf, Oh, Mr. Bever, at your re- 
turn let me (ce you, before you go to my uncle; 
that is, if you have the good luck to be damn'd. 
Bev.” You need not doubt that. 
| Enter Sir Thomas Lofty. 
Sir Tho. So, Juliet 3 was not that Mr. Bever? 
oy Yes, Sir. : : 

ir Tho. He is rather tardy; by this time his 
cauſe is come on. And how is the young gentte- 
man affected? for this is a trying occaſion. 

Jul He ſeems pretty certain, Sir. 

ir Tho. Indeed, I think he has very little reaſon 
for fear. I confeſs I admire the piece; and feel a1 
much for it's fate as if the work was my own. 

Ja. That I moſt fincerely believe, I wonder, 
Sir, you did not chuſe to be preſent. , 

Sir Tho. Better not. My affeRions are ftrong 
Juliet, and my cerves but tenderly ſtrung; how- 
ever, intelligent people are planted, who will bring 
me, every act, a faithful account of the proceſs. 

—_ That will anſwer your purpoſe as well. 

ir Tho, Indeed, I am paſſionately fond of the 
arts, and therefore can't help Did not ſomebody 
knock? No, My good girl, will you ſtep, and 


Jul, Whoſe then? - 


— care that when any body comes, the ſervants, 
may not be out of the way. [ Zeit Juliet.] Five 


[ Exit, | 
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ind thirty minutes paſt ſix; by this time the firft 
aft muſt be over: John will be preſently here. 1 
think it can't fail; yet there is ſo much whim and 
caprice In the public opinion, that— This young 
man is unknown; they'll give him no credit. 
had better have own'd it myſelf: reputation goes 
a great way in theſe matters; people are afraid to 
find fault ; they are cautious in cenſuring the work 
of a man whohuſh! that's he: no; tis only 
the ſhutters. After all, I think I have choſe the 
beſt way; for if it ſucceeds to the degree I expect, 
it will be eaſy to circulate the real name of the 
author ; if it falls, I am conceal'd; my fame ſuf- 
ferx—no——There he is. [Loud taocking.] I can't 
conceive what kept him ſo long. {Enter John.] 
So, John; well; and— but you have been a mon- 
ſttous While. 

Jobn. Sir, I was wedg'd ſo cloſe in che pit, that 
I coule ſcarcely get out. 

'Sir Too. The houſe was full, then? 

obn. As an egg, Sir, 
ir Tho. That's right. Well, John, and did 
matters go ſwimmingly ? hey? 

Jobn. Exceedingly well, Sir. 

Sir Tho. Exceedingly well. L don't doubt it. 
What, vaſt clapping and roars of applauſe, 1 ſup- 

le? 

5. Very well, Sir. 

Sir Tho. Very well, Sir! You are damn'd coſ- 
tive, I think, But did not the pit and boxes thun - 
der again ? Y : 

—_ I can't ſay there was over-much thunder. 

ir The. No! Oh, attentive, 1 reckon, Aye, at- 
tention z that is the true, ſolid, ſubſtantial ap- 
plauſe, All elſe may be purchas'd ; hands move 
as they are bid: but when the audience is huſh'd, 
ſtill, afraiq of loſing a word, then 

obn. Yes, they were very quiet, indeed, Sir, 

ir Tho. I like them the better, John; a ſtrong 
mark of their great ſenſibility, Did you ſee Robin? 

Jobs. Yes, Sir! he'll be here in a trice ; I left 
him liRt'ning at the back of the boxes, and charg'd 
him to make all the haſte home that he could. 

Sir Tho. That's right, John; very well ; your 


account pleaſes me much, honeſt John. | Exir 
John-]J No, I did not expect the firſt act would 
produce any prodigious effect. And, after all, the 


firſt aft is but a mere introduction; juſt opens the 
buſineſs, the plot, and gives a little infight into 
the characters; ſo that if you but engage and in- 
tereſt the houſe, it is as much as the beſt writer 
can flat. [ Knocking xwithour.} Gadſo | what, 
Robin already ! why the fellow has the feet of a 
Mercury, [ Enter Robin.) Well, Robin, and 
what news do you bring ? 
Robin Sir, I, 1, I 
Sir Tho, Stop, Robin, and recover your breath. 
Now, Robin. 
Robin. There has been a woundy uproar below. 


Sir The, An uproar ! what, at the playbouſe ? 


Robin, Aye, 

Sir Tho, At what ? 

Robin. I don't know : belike at the words the 
playfolks were talking. 

Sir Tho, At the players! how can that be ? Oh, 
now I begin to conceive, Poor fellow, he knows 
dut little of plays. What, Robin, I ſuppoſe, hal- 
loving, and clapping, and knocking of ſticks, 

Robin, Hallooing, aye, and hooking too. 

Sir Tho, And hooting! ; 6 

Robin, Aye, and hiffing to boot. 

Sir Tho, Hiffing ! you muſt be 
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Sir Tho. Impoſſible:? Oh, moſt likely ſome drun- 
ken diſorderly fellows, that were diſturbing the 
houſe, and interrupting the play; too common a 
caſe ? the people were right: they deſerv'd a re- 
buke, Did you not hear them cry, Out, out, qut! 
22 Noa; that was not the cry; 'twas, Off, 
5 0 a 
F Sir Tho, That was a whimſical noiſe. Zounds ! 
2 the players, Did you obſerve nothing 
elſe | 
Robin. Belike the quarrel firſt began between 
the geatry and a blackamoor man. : 
Sir Tho. With Friday! The public taſte is debauch'd; 
honeſt nature is too plain and ſimple for their viti- 
ated palates ! [ Enter Juliet. ] Juliet, Robin brings 
me the ſtrangeſt account; ſome little diſturbance ; 
but I ſuppoſe it was ſoon ſettled again, Oh, but 
here comes Mr. Staytape, my taylor! he is a ra- 
tional being; we ſhall be able to make ſomething 
of him. [ Enter Staytape.] So, Staytape ; what, is 
the third act over already? 
Stay. Over, Sir! no, not never will be. 
Sir Tbo. What do you mean? 
Stay. Cut ſhort. 
Sir Tho. I don't comprehend you. 
Stay. Why, Sir, the poet has made a miftake in 
meaſuring the taſte of the town ; the goods, ic 
ſeems, did not fit; ſo they return'd them upon 
the gentleman's hands. 
Sir Tho. Rot your affectation and quaintneſe, 
you puppy ! ſpeak plain, 
Stay. Why then, Sir, Robinſon Cruſoe is dead. 
Sir Tho. Dead! 
Stay. Aye; and what is worſe, will never riſe 
any more. You will ſoon have all the pr iculars; | 
for there were four or five of your friends cloſe at 
my heels. 
Sir Tho. Staytape, Juliet, run and ſtop them; 
ſay I am gone out; I am fick; lam engag'd: but 
whatever ;you do, be ſure you don't let Bever 
come in, Secure of the victory, I invited them 
to the celeb | 
Stay. Sir, they are here. 4 


Enter Puff, Dactyl, and Ruft. 
Raft. Aye, truly, Mr. Puff, this is but a TY 
ter beginning; then the young man muſt turn him- 
ſelf to ſome other trade. 

Puff. Servant, Sir Thomas; I ſuppoſe you have 

heard the news of | . 

Sir Tho. Yes, yes; I have been told it before. 
Dac. I confeſs I did not ſuſpect it; but there 

is no knowing what effect theſe things will have, 

till they come on the ſtage. 

Ruft. For my part, 1 don't know much of theſe 
matters ; but a couple of gentlemen near me, whe 
ſeem d ſagacious enough too, declar's, that it was 
the vileſt ſtuff they ever had heard, and wonder d 
the players would act it. 

Dae. Yes; I don't remember to have ſeen a more 
general diſlike, 

Puff. 1 was thinking to aſk you, Sir Thomns, 
for your intereſt with Mer. Bever, about buying the 
copy z but now no mortal would read it. Lord, 
Sir, it would not pay for paper and printing. 

Ruf. 1 remember Kenner, in his Roman An- 
tiquities, mentions a play of Terence's, Mr. Dac- 
tyl, that was terribly treated; but that he at- 
tributes to the people's fondneſs for certain fu · 
nambuli, or rope-dancers; but I have not lately 


Ribin, By the mals, but I am not. 


heard of any famous tumblers in town=-Sir Tho- 


Ama, have you 2 


Sir Tho. Con found (th 


will ſee him. 
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- Sir Tho. How ovld 1 ? do you ſuppoſe I trov- 


| ble my head about tumblers? 


Ruft. Nav, I did not- 

Bev. [Fithout.) Not to be ſpoke with! Don" 
tell me, Sir; he muſt, he ſhall. | ot. 

Sir Tho. Mr. Bever's voice. If he is admitted 
in his preſent diſpoſition, the whole ſecret will 
certainly out, Gentlemen, ſome affairs of a moſt 
intereſting nature makes it impoſſible for me to 


have the honour of your company to-night; there- 


fore I beg you would be ſo good as to 
Ruſt. Affairs! no bad news? I hope Miſs Jul? 
is well. | s 
Sir Tho. Very well; but I am moſt exceed- 
ingly | 
Ruff. | ſhall only juſt lay to ſee Mr. Bever: 
Poor lad ! he will be moſt horribly down in the 
mouth; a little comfort won't come amits. 
Sir Tho. Mr. Bever, Sir! you won't fee him 
here, ' 
_ Ruſt. Not here l why, Ithought I heard his voice 
bur jut now. 
Sir Tho. You are miſtaken, Mr. Ruſt; but 
Ruft. May be ſo; then we will go. Sir Tho- 
mas, my compliments of condolence, if you pleaſe, 
tothe poet. | 
Sir Tho. Aye, aye. 
Doc. And mine; for I ſuppoſe we ſhan't ſee 
him ſoon. | 
Puff. Poor gentleman! I warrant he won't 
fhew his head tor theſe ſix months. 
Rig. Aye, aye; indeed I am very ſorry for him; 
ſo tell him, Sir, | 
Dad. and Puff. So re we. 
Roft. Sir Thomas, your ſervant. Come, gentl-- 


men. By ali this confuſion in Sir Thomas, there 


muſt be ſomething more in the wind than | know; 
but 1 will watch, I am reſolv'd. [Exeunt. 
Bev. [Witbeut.) Raicals, Rand by! 1 muſt, 1 


$ Enter Bever. 
— Yo, Sir; this is delicate treatment, after all 1 
have ſuffer'd. | 

Sir Tho. Mr. Bever, I hope you don't=—that 
—— % 

Rew. Well, Sir Thomas Lofty, what think you 
now of your Robinſon Cruſoe? a pretty perform- 
ance! 4 

Sir Tho. Think, Mr. Bever! | think the public 
are blockheads; a taſteleſs, ſtupid, ignorant tribe; 


and a man of genius deſerves to be damn'd who 


writes any thing for them. But courage, dear 
Dick! the principales willi give you what the people 
refuſe; the cloſet will do you that juſtice the ſtage 
has deny'd: print your play. - ; 

" Bev. My play! zounds, Sir, *tis your on! 

Sir Tho. Speak lower, dear Dick; be moderate, 


my good, dear lad! 


Bev. Oh, Sir Thomas, you may be eaſy enough; 
you are ſafe and ſecure, -remov'd far from that pre- 
cipice that has daſh d me to pieces. 

Sir Tho. Dear Dick, don't believe it will hurt 
you: the criticks, tire real judges, will diſc,ver in 
that piece ſuch excellent talent 

* Bev. No, Sir Thomas, no. I ſhall neither flat- 


ter you, nor myſelf; I have acquir'd a right to 


ſpeak what Ithink. Voor play, Sir, is a wretched 
performance; and in this opinion all mankind are 
united. - of; 

Sir Tho. May be not. 

© Bev. If your piece had been grently receiv'd, I 
would have declared Sir Thomas Lofty the author ; 
if coldly, I would have own'd it myfelf; but fuch 
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diſgraceful, ſuch contemptible treatment! on 


| the burden is too heavy for me; ſo, Sir, you mul 


bear it yourſelf. 

Sir Tho, Me, dear Dick! what, to become ridi. 
culous in the decline of my life; to deſtroy, in one 
hour, the fame that forty years has been building! 
that was the prop, the ſupport of my age! Can you 
be cruel enough to deſire it? 

Bev. Zounds! Sir, and why muſt I be you 
crutch? Would you have me become a voluntary 
victim? No, Sir, this cauſe does net merit a mar. 
tyrdom. 2 

Sir Tho. 1 own myſelf greatly oblig'd; but perſe. 
vere, dear Dick, perſevere; you have time to reco- 
ver your fame; I beg it with tears in my eyes. Ano- 
ther play wi 

Bev. No, Sir Thomas; I have done with the 
ſtage; the muſes and 1 meet no more. 

Sir Tho. Nay, there are various roads open in life, 

Bev. Not one, where your piece won't purſue 
me: if I go to the bar, the ghott of this curs'd cy. 
medy will follow, and haunt me in Weſtminter. 
hall. Nay, when I die, it will ſtick to my memo- 
ry, and I ſhall be handed down to poſterity with the 
author of Love in a Hollow Tree. 

Sir Tho. Then marry : you ate a pretty ſmart fi- 
guvre; and your poetical talents 

Bev. And what fair would admit of my ſuit, ot 
family wiſh to receive me? Make the cate you 
own, Sir Thomas; would you? 

Sir Tho. With infinite pleaſure. 

Bev. Then give me your niece; her hand ſhall 
ſeal up my lips. ot 

Sir Tho. What, Juliet? Willingly. Butare you 
ſerious? Do you reaily admire the girl? 

Bev. Beyond what words can expreſs. It was by 
her advice | conſented to father vour play. 

Sir Tho, What, is Juliet appiiz'd !=— Here, Ro- 

bin—John, run and call my niece hither this me- 

_ That giddy baggage will blab all in an in- 
nt. 

Bev. You are miſtaken; ſhe is wiſer than yo» 
are aware of, 


Enter Julier, 

m Ibo. Oh, Juliet]! you know what has lag. 

na! 

= I do, Sir. 

ir Tho. Have you reveal'd this unfortunate fe- 
cret ? N 
ul. To no mortal, Sir Thomas. 
ir Tho. Come, give me your hand. Mr. Be- 
yer, child, for my ſake, has renounced the ſtage, and 
the whoie republic of letters; in return, 1 owe him 
your hand. | 

Jul. My hand! what, to a poet! hooted, hiſſed, 
and exploded! You muſt pardon me, Sir. 

Sir Tbo. Juliet, a trifle ; the moſt they can ſay of 
him is, that he is a little wanting in wit; and he 
has ſo many brother-writers to keep him in counte- 
nance, that now-a-days that is no reflection at all. 

Jul. Then, Sir, your engagemeat to Mr. Ruſt. 

Sir Tho. I have found out the raſcal ; he Bas been 
more impertinently ſevere on my play, than all the 
reſt put together; ſo that | am determined he ſhall 
be none of the man. Mes, 

Enter Ruft. 

Ruſt. Are you ſo, Sir? what, then, I am to be 

ſacrific'd, in order to preſerve the ſecret that you are 


1a blockhead: but you are out in your politicks; be- 


fore night it ſhali be known in all the coff:e-houlcs 


in town. ** 
| Sir Tho. For Heaven's ſake, Mr. Ruſt! 
Ruf. And to-morrow 1 will paragteph you i 


newſpaper; you ſhall no longer impoſe on the 
world; I will unmaſk you; the lion's ſkin ſhall hide 
you no longer. 
Fir Tho. Juliet! Mr. Bever! what can I do? 
Bev. Sir Thomas, let me manage this matter. 
Hark'e, old gentleman, a word in your ear; you re- 
member what you have in your pocket? 
Ruſt. Hey! how! what? 
Bev. The curioſity that has ceft you ſo much 
uns. N : 
. Ruft. What, my /Eneas! my precious relict of 
Troy ! 
Bev. You muſt give up that, or the lady. 
ul. How, Mr. Bever? 
Never fear; | am ſure of my man. 
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Ruft. Let me confider! As to the girl, girls are 
plenty enough; I can marry whenever I will: but 
my paper, my phenix, that ſpr.ngs freſh from the 
flames, that can never be match'd.—Take her. 
Bev. And, as you love yuur own ſecret, be care- 
ful of ours. 
Ruſt. I am dumb. 
Sir Tho. Now, Juliet. : 
Ful. You join me, Sir, to an unfortunate bard; 
but, to procure your peace 
Sir Tho. You oblige me for ever. Now the ſe- 
cret dies with us four. My fault. I owe him much. 
Be it your care to ſhewit ; 
And bleſs the man, the' I have damn'd the poet. 


{ Exeunt omnes. 


